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Charity’'s Patient.

By IZOLA FOHRESTEH.
{Copyright, 1818, by the McClure
.~ Newspaper Syndicale.)

; HE wag the fourth Charity Eliza-|
: S beth im the Hanscomb family, a|

A’ fact which had always madd her |
walk just a little bit straighter, and a4/
“Mab said- “moro topliftical' than the!
otherNfour girls in the old gray humu;
near Fountain Square. When nne
bears the name of a great grandmother
“and a mothér and o great-great aunt,
it behooves one (o watch one's gtep
along the primroae path of yoith, Char-
4ty had long since decided. i

But the day after tho doctor's fu-
. neral, Charity had taken stock of her-
self as well as Mab, Tom and little
David, and she had discovered an en-
tirely new element in her, a new cour-
age and ambltion to win out dosplte
the winds of circumstances that had
nearly blown the home nest to ploces,

“You'll nevar collect any of father's
bills, Charity,-and he wouldn't llke 1t
if you went to Ilaw about fit" Tom,
overgrown and hueky at eixteen, look-
ed down ai her In worrled bewllder-
ment. It had not seemed as I the
splendid, hearty old doctor father could
ever pnss away from (helr midst, “Ev-
eryboiy's owed him for years.”

“I'm not golug to tey,” harity re-
spondeil . “I'm golng to teke in wash-|
ing." 5
| E.\Tm\'. listen,” Mab ruffled her blonde |
halr excitedly, witl hands very white
and pretty from much care and Hll.]\'l
housework. 'Just becausc you're going |
to start at the bolttom of the ladder :a|

i

no reagon for geing down In the cellar,
dear heart. Who's golig to do the
washing and where are you going to
get It o do?”

“Well," Charlty drew
breath, and explained her plan merione- !
ly. Three miles up in the hills was the |
big new granite quarry, and down in/!
the valley Lthe huge new dam only hailf |
constiucted. Over a hundred and ity

(F men were working on t, and llving lnl
camps. .
~, “I'll get the orders, and Tom can do

the delivering with the team, You can
keep accounts, Mab. That will suit you
to & T. and Davie can count bundles
for us."”

“l presume you will handle the
tubs?" scathingly from Mab.

Charity leaned her arms on the tz-
ble and laughed. No, she would not,
but she proposed to keep Delora, the
colored standby of the house of Hans-
comb, and llkewise hire Delora's three
grown daughters. They would turn
the summer kitchen Into a Ipundry
and use up some of the nest egg in
the bahk towards a few moderu labor-
saving machines.

It had not sounded at all attractive
that day. In fact, when Mab went back
to school, she carefully avoided the
subject, but- some way, the yellow
road cart and stout Brown Betty made
the trip baek and forth day after day|
between the old gray house and tha
cumps, and Charity found her confi-
dence returning when she balanced
books the end of the third waek.

The first shock her pride recejver
was one day when a smart gray road-
ster pulled up betore the side en-
trance to the lane, and a young man
leaned out and called to her as she
superintended the washing of some
pongee shirts.

“My shirts done yet?"

Charity met him with dignity and
spirit. Her cheeks flushed from exer- |
clse, her blue apron covering her pret-
ty white smock. But her brown eyes
met those of the young man with calm
disapproval of his manners,

"1'he neme, please?"

“Doug Lewis. They're ponges, |
told the boy to hurry them up and be
careful, Send him up with them bLy
slx."

“They wont be done by then, Mr.
Lewis,"” Charity sald, evenly and cold-
ly. “We are too busy.”

He looked down at her keenly, blue
eyes clashing with brown, and then he
smiled, with a flash of even white
teeth, and a gleam of fun,

“You the boss, here?"

Charity flushed, but acknowledgzed
that she was. His glance traveled
quickly over the old rambling man-
glon, with all the evidences of bygone
* grandeur and opulence, and now the
lean years that had descended on it
“Then he looked at the substantial|
forms ¢of Delora and her daughters |
hanging out a spotless washing be4|
yond the tall rows of sunflowers and
dahlias,
¥*"“I'm the boss up at the camp,” he
admitted, “This is Doctor Hanscomb's |
place, isn’t it? My father said he
saved his life once through some oper-
« sation."”

Charity longed to say she hoped
sincerely he had paid for it, but cour-
tesy held her back. And her caller
added, as if she knew all about his fam-
ily, that they were the Lewises fron.
Oneonta Point,

“That’s near Narragansett” Tom
told her at the supper tauble. ['They’re
Totten rich. Aln't he a driver though?
The fellows up at the camp say he
builds that dam in his sleep.”

Charity did not answer. The pongea
ghirts were finished, and she was sew-
_Ing on three missing buttons witL
. Steady flngers. But her thoughts went
- back to two years before, when her
father had tried to start the move-
_ment for the dam, and local politics
had worked agninst him. The Lewls
“money had made it a reality, and she

knew all it would mean to the valley,

opening up its fertility and bringing
. prosperity to the farmers, all the old
isolated farms her father had visited
for forty years. She told Tom she
would drive up herseifl in the marn-
Ing with the laundry bundles.
. Ang at the game time, overa blazing
camp fire Doug listened to the story ot
Charity “Hanscomb's pluck, and how
she bad saved the nest from being
blown away. One of his foremen told
him—DLien Allen, from the village.

MIf those children could ever have
" collected what folks owed their father,

Charity could have sat and folded her
‘hands the rest of her life, I guess,
but she didn't stop to replne nons,
She up and took in washing."

. The next morning the yvellow roaa
rt drove leisurely along the river

towards the dam. And suddenly
ﬁﬂq heard the blast, and Brown
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in a deeplr

Betty sprang sideways, backin in
terror, The echoes died away, and the
summer sounds of birds and insects
went on, but Charity set the mare to

As |
she rounded the last turn she saw tha
camp stragiling up the hillside, and
& hlow procession of men carrying &
lilmp figure down from the dam, Len
recognized the wagon and ran towards
it.

“Thought it was Tom, Miss Hana-
comb,” he sald husklly, "The boss Ia
hurt, Could we take him to the villago
In the wagon? Aln't got anybody up!
here to set Lroken bomes, and he had
6 bad fall when that blast want oif
too quick.” \

Once again Charity's word was law
down at the old place, and Doug Lewls
lay on the blg (four-poster in the
doctor's room, while Charity called his
father on long distance, and a famous
surgaon wns summoned from New
York., Then came two weoks of nurs-
ing, with Charity boss of the jcb, as
Doug himself sald, and finally a day
when he was ordered home to rest,

"Charity," he »sald, as they wera laft
alone, "I've just told Dad I'm golng to
stay here and how much I need you!"

“You're all right now,” Charity ra-
plied firmly, shaking up his pillows.
He caught har hands In his, and pulled
her nearer,

“I'd rather go back and get blown up
for good If you don't waut me to stay
Don’t you care a bit, Charlty?"

“Well,” slghed Charity, smiling down
at him. “Perhaps 1 wouldn't have
f2wn on your old buttons myself, or
gone up there that morning it 1 hadn't
cared. And Len says the men need
you badly. I—I don't mind if you stay
a Httle longer.” !

“Until you can go back with me™

Tom' stuck his head in at the door
with o glass of egg nog, and vithdlrew
It quickly. He took [t back to Lalora,

“He don't need that stuff, Charity'n
the doctor.”
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VIOLA

esting {8 the order of the day
Most of the meadows are light
In this section,

Mr. and Mrs. B, E, Harrls and Mr.
and Mrs. Hugh Harris spent Sunday
at Mt. Clare, Harrlson county.

Mr. and Mrs. Clarence Harrls of
Meadowdale was visiting Mr. and
Mrs. Charles Devanlt Sunday,

Mrs. B, A. Pltcher, we are glad to
note, is able to be out agaln after
a8 long spell of slekness,

Mr, and Mrs.. M. H. Brand and
family of near Cassville, Monongal-
{a county spent Sunday with the fam-
ily of H. L. Harrisa,

Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Coogle of Rives-
ville spent Friday n'ght with relatives
at this place,

Mr. and Mrs. S8amuel Harrs and |
Children were visiting (riends At
Bruistog, Preston county, Saturday
and Sunday. "

Sylvanus Steel was calling on
friends at this place last week.

The Amos mines at this place have
hean working every day for Eome
time. = -
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Is that Why Men Don't Like (t7

We will say this mueh for butter-
milk. It created not one of the Bev- |
era] million headaches that are throh. |
bing this merning—Houston Post,

ITry to Save My Enemy From Fearfn 1 Dan.l.h.

“The curse of the pearls has come
to an end! You ought to know that"
I spoke with much purpose. I merely
wished to keep Buch's attention from
the fact that I was starting the motor
of my boat.

“Watch him awnile and you'll
think different,” the man answered,
Du “ting a lean brown finger at Cer-
tels boat which was headed out to
sen. Each held the position a long
tile, like a man in 2 trance. And in
a way, he must have hypnotized me.
For I had a vision of Certeis’ wearing
Tiny Goff's diving dress, and going
after the jewels. He could locate the
sunken craft with a magnet as I had
seen Jo Bach do some weeks since.
He could descend by a rope ladder,
and fasten his floating motorboat to
the hulk below., After finding the
treasure, he would have to throw off
his weighted dress and rise to the top
of the water like a pearl diver, then
swim to the safety of his emall boat.

“It won't take Certeis long to get
into trouble," said Bach. “‘Certels
knows all the secrets of this husiness
that 1 know—except just one. But
that's the big one!"

By this time my engine was hitting
nicaly, but Bach had been too much
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[ROMANGES of = SUMMER GIRL]|

|a gallop a8 a far off stracge mingling |

{of shouts and eries came to her. By ZOE BECKLEY

{Copyright, 1819, N. E. A)

(Derothy, aged 26, is spending the summ3; at Lively Beach, having sta){:cn’:
gs on the chance of winning a suitable husband during |

her job and $500 savin
the summer. These are her letters kom
No, 10.
Lively Beach Hotel, Friday,
Dear old Joan:

My intuition was right; that tele-
gram was for me from Capt. Wallis,

“You are desperately needed,” it
read, “room engaged at inn: please
come quickly. E. W."

The words danced before me. 1
went oyer them again and agaln, feel-
Ing an absolute sense of being caugh.
up and dragged by a force that left me
helpless. The thing has been decided
for mo. And in spite of me. One can-
not disregard a command like that—
Ah, yes, | see you smile, dear, In your
wise, sweet way, and shake ypur head,
and compress your lips. You know
that 1| WANT to be commanded, that
my longing for something stirring,
some adventure with risk to it, has be-
colmg a mania to by caught-in-a-rut
mind.

Listen, Joanie, have confidence In
me! You have told me a hundred
times that I am the cleanest-hearted,
squarest girl you know, Keep belley-
ing it, After all, dear, what aui | do-
ing thot s so terrible? Golng to tak:
a perfectly .businesslike position as
amanuensis to an author in desperate
need of expert service, What does it
matter to efther of us that he 18 stay-
Ing alone in the camp of a friend? |
ghall stop most respectably at the Inn.
That is all there I8 to it. Let us not be
prudish and evilminded, Joan. You
¢an truet me, and it-¥ou knew Capt.
Wallis you would trust him.

There (s a practical side to it as
well, my dear, The money I earn will
be mighty welcome. You know when [

came to the hotel I had just four nun- ‘.

dred and ninety-five dollars, Well, I
felt at the time that it wus a fat little
r?r:!une. But how that cash has dwin-
dled!

Thirty-five a weck just for board.
My laundry, skimp as 1 will, and dolng
my own stockings in my room, {8 never
less than 33 a week—of course the
Pricea here are the highest. Tipa
average about $2 more o week.

Exurslons and picnics which all the
young people joined, have cost ma §11
to date. I had to re|
slippers which gor stubbed out with
dancing; $7 more. A contribution to
a patriotic fund collected by the hotel,
$56. Candy, magazines, toilet necessi-
ties, postage and Incidentals (youn
know how, once you change a ten-dol-
lar bill for something, you've got noth-
ing left but a palmful of change!) heve
made another big hole.

When T counted my wad today I

i found just $389 my total revenue, and

I planning to stay the whole season!
Don't you see that the fifty a week 1
shall prohably earn will be a godsend?

I am leaving my trunk here at the
hote] but of course I am giving up my
room. [ am taking only a sult caze
to Forest Valley, with the plaineat,
simplest duds In it, and wearing my
brownu lifen suit. I am determined
there shall not be the remotest hint of

place my silver,

I

anything save hard, cold business m
my manner ar Appearance.
my belief, dear, that a well-behaved
girl properly dressed, can go anywhere

absorbed in his own anger and hate
to pay attention to what I was doing.

*Keep your eyes on him, I say!" he
went on. “And now that it's too late
for help to reach him, I'll tell you
something: In the end of the torpedo
caso there's a bomb that'll blow him
to pieces as soon as he touches the
dinmnonds! "

I looked up at the man in utter
horror. I remembered the warning
he had given me once and I had scorn
bd it, and Mary Thomas had pald the
penalty with her life! T was paralyz-
ed with amazement and confusion and
my state delighted the wretch who
watched me,

“That's the only secret which Cer-
teis has not got!" he chuckled.

“You fiend!"I shouted, and in the
next moment my little motorboat had
Jumped awey from the shore, headed
straight for the U-boat. \

1 knew well enough that Bach could
not possibly follow me immedataly for
all the rest of the Lorimer craft were
safely padlocked for the night. New
ertheless, I looked back from time to
time uneasily. Around the corner of
the great mansion on the shore, there
came an auto. From it leaped a num-
ber of men. I recognized a certain

COME AoNs, To

You know I

| vice agent!

e lo foan, her chum.)

The telegram was for me.

I
on earth alone, without insult. |
going ta prove this.

The Harvarg Ufeguard gazed at mn |
Iwith some Interest when I told him |
was leaving In the morning for a two- |
weeks' visit in the mountains. |

“Too bad," he sald, looking at me
with a sort of intellectual appraise-
ment,

“"Why ™

“Becanse you're the only girl worth
talking to at this place.”

“But I'm coming back in a fort-
night.”

“No—you won't come back. You
may not know it yourself, but you're
bored. You're too decent for this sort
of place—all artificial and husband-
hunting. You will like your mountain
camp better. I've the gift of second
sight,” he added, with as near an ap-
proach to levity as he aver comes.

1 tell you, Joan, he ALWAYS con-
rives to make me feel uncomfortable.
" When I told Jim Ross good-bye, he
promptly sald “Where you going?”

“Don't look so traglc!" [ grinned.
"Just for a two-weeks' stay in the
mour¥ains.”

“I'm coming to see you, permission
or no permisaion.”

“Indeed you're not.
in two weeks."

“Well, 1 can't walt too weeks,” said
Jimmie figrcely. “You may treat me
lightly, Dorothy, but I'll show vou I'm
in earnest. I'll find out where vou're
going and COME,”

The plot, as they say in the classics,
thickens.

Good-bye, darling—

I am

I'll be back here

DOLLY.

Tarzs man as my friend, t'ﬁ?secrers?r
The man hunt had be- |
gun at an early hour!

I held my wheel steady while my
boat tore at its best speed straight for
the point for which Hamilton Certels’
boat was also headed. Agaln I look-
ed behind me. The federal agents
had arouspd the house. All of the
Lorimer men ran down to the pler.
Bob was among them—I could tell by
the way he towered above the crowd.
Shortly I saw a whole fleet of the
Lorimer boats pursuing me. And I
wonderad just what faney tale Jo
Bach had spun for the officers!

He couldn't possibly invent any-
thing half as startling as the truth!
The &scene off our bit of coast that
morning was most spectacular! My
“skeeter"” was leading the race—and
the stake was the life of a man.

That the man was bad didn't seem
Important to me at the time. Ididn't
8top to consider why 1 wanted to save
Hamilton Certels. I only knew that
below him were the clutching hands
of those who had brought the jewels
across the Atlantie, while behind him
was the long arm of the law.

But the law was just—and the
thing which awaited him in the depth
of the sen was a trap! It was not
fair play to let even a villain go down
to meet such a fate—unwarned!

Certeis beat me to our strange ren-
dezvous. He had lowered his ladder
and had put on most of his diver's
costume when I came within halllng
distance. He was proceeding slowly
and deliberately with his preparation.

“Don’t go down!” I called to him
as I elowed up near him. “I am J#e
Lorimer! 1 have come to warn you
of terrible danger!"

|
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DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—(IT IS VERY ROUGH TQO DAY ON SHORE!)—BY ALLMAN.

NEW
AUTUMN
HATS
ARE HERE

For Friday and Saturday Selling

LATE SUMMER SUITS

Suitable for Fall and Winter Wear

mented with many pleasing Suits showing the
style tendency. They are offered as a special

quality of the garments and they may be cdng,'g
rare bargains while they last. Materials at
grades of Serge, Poplin, etc., and Navy is th )
dominating color although a few will be found
handsome checks and light colors. A most un
feature is the wide range of sizes beginning
16 and running up to stout size 50,

A Few Summer Hats at 95¢

Including Models Worth Up to $7.50

Special Voile Waists at 95¢

One Table of Very Good Styles and Excellent Materials, Worth up to $
~ \~

Fine Wash Blouses at $1.95

Values Run to $3.50 in a Fine Lot of Smart Looking Voiles and Organdi

SUITS, WRAPS, DRESS
$9.9

Only a few of the Suits, a plentiful assortment
of Coats and a modest quantity of Dresses. All
suitable for a long period of service and al] remark-

able bargains at this very low final disposal price.

- J
Originally Priced Upwards to $29.75.

SILK SKIRTS 1, OFF

The balance of our Summer Skirts in charming
light colored Georgette, Faille Silk, Baronet Satip,
ete,, and very clever styles. Y

GOOD SKIRTS AT $3.95

In this group will be found Skirts in plain, plaid
striped and chegked Silks in several color combina
tions and also some in plain Serge. Worth $7.50 or
more, -

!
SPECIAL ~ SKIRTS AT $1.95
. White Gabardine and Twill.
These are attractive Wash Skirts from our regu
lar stocks always selling at $3.50. - Only a few to sell
at this clearance figure,

THESE ARE SPECIAL “WEEK-END” FEA .

.
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SuRe, | KNowl 1T, THAT'S | | SUPPOSE \ou Now, WhaT Do Yov WANT To| You Kiow WE _SULRE TALK IS FREE IM |
THE SAME LADY YoO _'r WILL WANT T # SAY [THAT FOR P WE HAD § | HAVE FRee SPeeal | I THIs counTRN-~ ITS CHEAP £
CALLED A VAMPIRE AND & | GO IN AGATN NoW | I-TuaT AlL ouT YesteRpayod. N THIS COUTRY || 1//M - ThiS FAMILY = THe
ACCUIED ME OF TRYING | TUAT SHE HAS CoME NET You WALT To Keep [ A4D 1 CAN AL ||
L To GET ACQUAINTED . | 1. OUT & — s A 2
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